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AN IMPRESSION 

The arching skies, the ancient wind 
Soughing through immemorial trees; 
The sense of all that lurks behind 
The year's now tattered masonries, 
Where the blithe birds once built their home 
High in the air-sweet, leafy dome. 

Then, the lone figure of a girl 
Clear-limned against the buttressed hills; 
Slim, beautiful, a tiny pearl 
Set round with ruby light that fills 
The all-illumined spaces where 
No dark may creep nor shadow dare. 

Not for an earldom would I break 
The silence of yon dreaming maid; 
I could not play her soul awake 

With Love's most magic serenade; 
Her thought holds secrets hid from me, 
Deeper than mortal minstrelsy. 

SONG OF EARTH'S MEANING 

"What does it matter," you say, 
"When the wilderness lies tame to the hand of man? 
It can last but a day, 
It is part of the primal plan 
For the best of mortal endeavor to pass away." 
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POETRY: A Magazine of Verse 

Nay, not so. 
Man must conquer, the soul of him win, 
Leash the lightning, burrow the plumbless sea, 
Level the mountains, make him a place within 
Dank-aired mines, build him cities where he 
Shall walk alert and free 
Nor trample on want and woe. 

'Tis the spirit of man to fight 
For the ultimate prizes, won 
By the sweat of his brow, the light 
That is in him; by star and sun, 
To plant and plan and die in the quest, 
Till the tortured world, by east and west, 
Yield him a largess of tilth and joy and rest. 

Haggard, beat-down, beset 
By a myriad opposing things, 
He shall labor in faith, to get 
The glory that gives him wings; 
To see the desert bloom like the rose, 
And the crooked paths made straight, 
The miracle wrought in the face of foes 
That menace him, soon and late. 
Since something within him dares, and his deep heart 

knows. 
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Song of Earth's Meaning 

'Tis the romance of daedal days 
In this latest birth of Time, 
And better than all the lays 
Of legends that ring in rhyme; 
'Tis the victor-song sublime 

Of the pigmy that first began 
Up toward the stars to climb, 
When he quoth to himself, "I can!" 

He cannot but live his life 
Pricked by this wonder-thought: 
To use the hammer and knife, 
Till out of the stress is wrought, 
Out of the sorrow and strife, 
A world a-smile in an after age; 
Even as God in his counsels sage, 
Struck from chaos our heritage. 

Then hail to the master work, 
To the romance of matter, hail! 
Never a chance to shirk, 
Never the will to fail, 
Till the planet, conquered and cleansed, shall shine 
As fire, and swing to the song divine 
Of the cosmic choir,-brother, your song and mine! 

Richard Burton 

[133] 


	Article Contents
	p. 131
	p. 132
	p. 133

	Issue Table of Contents
	Poetry, Vol. 2, No. 4 (Jul., 1913) pp. 119-152
	The Moon Is a Mirror
	A Sense of Humor [pp. 119-120]
	The Soul of the Gambler [pp. 120-120]
	What the Miner in the Desert Said [pp. 120-121]
	What the Moon Saw [pp. 121-121]
	The Moon Is Compared to a City [pp. 122-122]
	The Moon Is a Knight in Armor [pp. 122-123]
	Euclid [pp. 123-123]
	Drying Their Wings [pp. 124-124]
	Yet Gentle Will the Griffin Be [pp. 124-125]
	What the Rattlesnake Said [pp. 125-125]
	The Recreant Queens [pp. 125-126]
	The Scissors-Grinder [pp. 126-128]
	What the Young Rhymer Said [pp. 128-128]

	Partings [pp. 128-128]
	A Very Old Song [pp. 129-129]
	Stone Walls [pp. 130-130]
	Rocks [pp. 130-130]
	An Impression [pp. 131-131]
	Song of Earth's Meaning [pp. 131-133]
	Apology [pp. 134-135]
	A Blockhead [pp. 135-135]
	Four Poems in Unrhymed Cadence [pp. 136-139]
	Comments and Reviews
	Poetry a Zest for Life [pp. 140-142]
	As to Preaching [pp. 142-145]
	Reviews
	Review: untitled [pp. 145-148]
	Review: untitled [pp. 149-151]


	Notes [pp. 151-152]
	Books Received [pp. 152-152]



